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ABSTRACT
The poems in Deeper than Blood present a mosaic of geographic location, 
intensely personal events, friends, family, and observations tied together by a 
feminine persona who is not afraid to explore her life and the lives of those around 
her. Section I reaches into the depths of the persona’s sexuality and fears of dying, 
revealing a shadowed and troubled side of the persona. Section II mixes views of 
the persona from an outside and an inside perspective, looking at how others view 
her as she stands naked before them and how she observes herself through her past 
and her memories of people and places. Section III searches through childhood 
memories, family, and friends for an answer to what comes next in life and after life 
is over. Throughout the intricate life story presented by these poems, a peaceful 
mood prevails. By setting the mood as one of calm, the speaker presents the 
rollercoaster ride of life. Instead of seeming like she is on a wild ride, the persona 
flows like a boat over the swells of an ocean on a calm day, allowing the reader to 
take in all the eccentricities of life with the calm that pervades the poetry.
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Sweat Lodge
We stand naked, wrapped in towels—
to deflect cold, to
sit on, to wipe away sweat—
to the right of the medicine circle.
The medicine man, 
shaman, smudges us 
with sage brush—burning 
incense; we walk clockwise, 
in front of the bonfire and 
stones filled with light,
around the medicine circle. We
duck into a dark cavern of blankets,
tarps, willow and string,
to crawl clockwise to fill
the circle and sit on our towels
around a dirt pit—home for the rocks
sprinkled with water and herbs—
lemongrass and sage—until
one by one, we lie down,
surrender to a heat born of
gods and ancestors,
and breathe fresh air seeping
under the edge of the circle.
We escape into firelight
between rounds, stand
in solstice air and drink clear water.
Then clockwise in and
clockwise around, we sit
for one round, two, maybe four or five,
until born into our old shells,
we stumble out new.
I
W here I W as Then
When I whispered suicide 
into my pillow ten-thousand 
times without taking a knife 
and applying it to my skin, 
like I did the time before to see 
how it felt, to know how it 
hurt on the outside: serrated ridges 
pressed into my thigh, not breaking 
skin; it was enough to put it 
down, to pick it up later, 
to try again after my shower, 
when the skin was new and fresh.
It was something like the blade
you ran down my back,
slid over my arms, legs, leaving
fine red lines that I could not see through
the blindfold, that I could not fight
because you strung me
tight to the bed and every struggle
made the ropes tighten.
I tried to strip myself free, to let go 
the bindings that tied me 
to those pains sharp on my skin, 
tried to cut away the fear 
beating in time with the blood 
against my ear drums, tried 
to regain the control 
I slipped into your fingers 
with the smooth sharpness 
of a dagger.
Ritual
I lie almost fetal, 
back flat on white porcelain, 
hot water falling from the faucet 
and lapping the nape of my neck, 
the round curves of my body, 
belly pressing up into the air.
Legs rest on the sides of 
the tub, toes curl on the wall 
as I remember what it is 
to be fetus and mother: 
my spirit flowing between the two 
like hot tap water dropping 
to mingle between past and present 
before flowing down the dram.
5Single Woman Taken In
We kissed
and went to bed—you with me,
and him with us. I
didn’t want his arms,
just you, your tongue grazing,
but you told him to fuck me
while you cupped my breasts between
your lips, lapping
the erectness of my womanhood 
as he slid down inside me.
In those moments we became 
closer and more distant;
I knew how you felt on my fingers,
against my tongue, but you 
began to know he would 
try it again and again,
searching for that single 
woman in the darkness 
that he could master
like neither you 
nor me.
Window Mannequin
I was twelve behind the glass pane,
static in 1990, wearing
the green dress with the shoulder pads
and the tea length skirt designed for women
with careers, husbands, and parties
to attend, not for girls with unruly hair
and boys to chase across the football field.
I stood statuesque, acne creating faint constellations 
across my cheeks, and my body already 
budding: chest, waist and hips 
filling out, and me full height.
The dress fit well, addressing curve and cut, 
embracing me each time I climbed the ladder 
out of infancy into that window 
and relaxed into a pose, offering up 
more than childhood had given me.
Four
The re tiled stove was the white, 
gas, four-burner type 
with oven and drawer 
and was stationed in a comer,
outside, close to the back door.
The feral cats had spawned 
kittens darting to hiding 
places atop the house each
time the spring-trapped 
back door slammed.
The stove was just close 
enough to the edge of the red roof
that softness and claws were almost 
attainable. And I opened that oven 
door to climb up, to reach out 
and grab them when the stove
fell down and I fell in. Trapped,
I mewed louder than forty 
hungry cats can cry. It was 
years before I gave up chasing
them, before I found another route 
up, climbing the stable, extra-large 
saw horse and onto the roof, 
then up to the peak to look
out at the sun kissed Colorado 
mountains dissolving into desert 
for miles and miles.
8Finding Home
don’t let them tell you it wasn’t for the drugs— so they
could sit around the front yard— on their kitchen chairs 
and picnic blankets— smoking pot—watching the sun go 
down— over a long finger of the Rocky Mountains
they bought that farm -ended  up working alfalfa
fields— and chasing goats and kids—with spirits still singing— 
but they still sat in— their overalls and sunburns— drinking 
beer and smoking
the marijuana they grew—just enough for themselves— sparsely
next to the fence line—or buried in the corn rows—while five of 
us children— naked as birth—ran around the front 
yard—under the sun swallowing blue sky
Between Men
His skin shone
chocolate satin
that night he carried you to
the hospital, your cropped curls
tucked in the crook of his neck,
your body limp and heart shaken.
You had tongued too much 
lithium, swallowed too much wine, 
could not stand up in the shower to wash 
the absent filth from your body.
He cradled you because he could 
lift your mass from the tub.
And later when you 
turned away, he said 
he loved you.
10
On the Playroom Floor
I was the french maid 
and she, a man.
She pressed her body against 
mine against the floor.
The black lingerie
belonged to her mother,
but she kissed me anyway,
mouths open,
tongues not touching,
eye closed against
the dim light and each other.
We were twelve 
and pretending, 
though she pushed 
her pelvic bone into mine.
Matriarch
At first, small and clinging, 
it belonged in her breast.
Then it had to go 
and so did her hair, 
handful by clutching handful 
until the wig looked better.
It appeared here, then there, 
behind her eye—her sight 
went too when they dug 
after that one.
Again, it came; it clawed 
through her blood stream, 
dug into her bones, her spine, 
birthed into her 
treatment after treatment.
And now at fifty-four,
she is home,
letting the cells she has
come to know like family
be eaten by chemo—
the fourth time in thirteen
years—while she looks on
through her one good eye
at a world that doesn’t much change.
California 1988
Children were bom then,
their cottage cheese mosaics
spilling out of their mothers’ bodies,
and the full moon muted
as it rose through the pale blue afternoon.
I dreamed of them, the tremors 
calling them forth even as bridges 
and buildings were unmade. They were 
the small stone of my dreams, 
the high pitched song of my fear,
and the tremors were that boulder 
that would crush my child body, 
its bass thumping even as the children 
sang and I stood still, rooted to a plane
I can no longer envision, 
and the only audible cry in 
that night a thousand miles 
from them, new and precious, 
was my voice breaking.
Seven point Nine
f o r  LaVerne David “Mike”Marshall
1
It made the front page 
of the Anchorage paper 
for two, maybe three days.
The photograph; a hole in the road 
where a large chunk of pavement 
tumbled down twelve feet 
along the Denali fault line 
where the earth cracked open.
2
The buildings shook from Barrow to Haines 
and further— they felt it in Ohio.
Roads cracked; the cars tumbled.
Truck drivers and travelers were 
stranded at lodges. Men had to walk 
the pipeline, looking for leaks.
3
In Sitka, the bedrock didn’t tremble; 
the volcano didn’t moan, 
but I remember how I felt the earth shake 
when your spirit lifted off the ground.
II
Model
She reclines, leaning back,
pile of pillows and blankets beneath her,
stack of boxes behind her,
hair drifting across her face.
People at easels try to attach 
the shape of her breasts, 
firm in the chilled air, to paper, 
shading her with charcoal smears.
And the clock ticks on as the hand
resting limp on the boxes behind her
falls asleep, as her right calf
tightens, then releases,
and she breathes,
and she closes her eyes,
remembering she is seven and a half
heads tall, that her foot
fits between her wrist and her elbow,
and her breasts are
neither as high nor as large
as they seem on paper, because she knows
where everything goes as the poses change
from twenty seconds to one minute
to five, to ten, to twenty,
from stand, twirl, stand,
to sit and stay—
a comfortable pose—
before she realizes
how much it hurts to hold
her head high when
they don’t have to undress her,
because she is exposed
to charcoal floating
through spot lit air.
2nd Grade Nutcracker
I burrow my knees into the floor, 
curl myself up—inhale... exhale —
I am a seed in a pod 
waiting to sprout, open 
up, bloom as 
the music starts.
The Sugar Plum Fairy twirls around 
in her pink tulle tutu, tapping lined up 
seed pods with her wand:
I raise my head, look up, 
branch out my arms like leaves, 
reach into the air, 
reach toward the sun.
My pale pink torso bursts from 
my purple stem and the brown 
wedge shoes I root in.
My tissue paper blossom bobbles 
atop my head, 
and I dance.
Flashback
I found them on a starry night 
while listening to the stereo.
They folded out
across my back— 
multifaceted gossamer:
neon sprouting 
vibrating, folding and unfolding 
slow with the bass
beat. And I 
felt them stemming 
between shoulder blade muscles 
quivering.
They meant so many things: 
freedom, etherealness, otherness: me 
released from the bounds
that hugged me
like a lover to the ground,
from the dredge of the every day,
from a past that threatened like wolves.
I sat cross-legged on the carpet, 
eyes closed, flitting in an out
of a reality
only I could see.
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Pervading South
In ways deeper than blood, 
she longs for humid afternoons, 
thunderstorms on the horizon, 
whispers of tornados 
crackling through the air.
She wants to climb magnolia trees— 
white blossoms poignant— 
after dark, without a jacket.
She looks east towards the flat 
plains drifting into the Mississippi 
bridged to the birth of blues.
She wants to go back 
to zydeco,
to Beale and Bourbon, 
to be that young.
She wafts against closed windows—
air conditioners humming
their filtered coldness—
and through open shack doors,
carrying a taste of catfish fried next to okra
and black-eyed pea fritters,
of cane sweet Lipton tea,
and of citronella candles burning.
She streams through deltas: 
marshland crawling with alligators 
and cottonmouths. The air is filled— 
after darkness drops a red sun 
lazily below the watery horizon— 
with tree frogs harmonizing, 
with locust buzz 
and crickets strumming.
She fingers the covers before
crawling into bed with children and puppies,
who played at the swimming hole
all afternoon to drown the heat.
She drifts down memory 
and into sleep.
Terminal Age
I
These men wait for 
first heart attacks, reach 
out to grasp fifty- 
third birthdays, keep on 
building toy tables, Ford 
pick-up trucks, oil rigs.
II
These women feel 
for the onset of 
cancer, clean
houses, raise grandchildren, 
make dinner, 
lunches, breakfast.
III
They all sit around 
kitchen tables on Sundays, 
drinking coffee and smoking 
cigarettes, chatting of young 
ones and of whose daughter 
is pregnant by what man.
IV
They discuss medical 
problems— cancer, heart 
attacks, diabetes, back pain— 
as they rack up bills 
and medications, oxygen tubing 
trailing through the house.
V
In the quiet, they ponder when 
and what they will lose: 
these men don’t want to go 
on without these women, 
and these women wonder 
how long they could.
Self Image
In the mirror, every morning,
I see the onset of age 
gathered on top of my hips, 
smoothed in almost 
flat dimples across 
the backs of my thighs, 
and lines folded 
once under each eye.
1 suck in the result 
of happiness— a proud 
pot belly only beginning— 
until it is almost flat 
so that I seem the thin 
I used to be after depression, 
but the number on my 
jeans knows better.
In the shower, I crop 
the natural growth 
on my legs, and out of it,
I slide white, unscented 
moisture between my hands 
and baby pot belly, 
across thickening arms 
and down round thighs.
Later yet, I will step into 
a black terry bathrobe before 
it lies folded and I stand 
before unknown eyes and hands 
grasping charcoal, 
wishing I were Venus.
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Unrequited
She never whispered into the darkness 
underneath my window while standing 
bare feet against the wet pavement,
and I never clutched the dried rose heads 
she gave me before I stuck them 
in a jam jar on the shelf, forgotten.
The first time she said goodbye,
I questioned why she built her 
paper walls between us. Was it
so she could tear through them 
later, staining their white perfection 
with my blood? Or was it so she
could watch them fall to ashen dust 
when she said she no longer needed 
to hear my chest heave back in
with the air she teased out of me?
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Commune
I was three.
We lived there 
sheltered, 
naked, 
running,
flower children dancing 
on blue crabgrass, 
babies of sunshine, 
bare feet pounding grass 
in front of house, 
between brown bus 
white bus
and cottonwood trees; 
gravel roads
in stampeding sagebrush 
wound our way home 
from outside 
where people were 
modest, ashamed.
But we bathed: four of us 
in one tub 
sitting sideways 
smiling at the camera, 
and in the old tractor tire 
filled with fresh hose water 
on brave summer days.
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She Fights
f o r  Leah
She is training for a bigger fight 
than the boy in second grade 
whose collar bone she broke, 
than the one in fifth who almost 
made her miss the bus, 
than her last boyfriend 
who pushed her over the couch— 
she pushed first and too hard.
She is going to be strong, 
come across fast, and rearrange 
her chess pieces for something 
more than the stalemate 
she always got from me:
I was all knees and elbows 
when she learned how to pound 
fist into flesh. I ducked 
the final swing; she hit 
the piano before the leap 
from physical bruising to internal.
Her words clawed at me
before I built a better shield than running:
defiance— I used a quiet voice
to crawl under her skin.
Gothic
Black: clothes, hair, makeup.
White: pale skin 
hiding under shadow, 
no sun for weeks.
Black welled up 
under her eyes— 
whites opalescent.
She zipped knee-high boots
over fishnet stockings
over holed pantyhose,
setting them under leather miniskirt
and rebellion t-shirt snug;
her black hair iron straight.
The scrap of lace a boy gave 
her to tuck beside her heart; 
her teeth when she smiled; 
the pendant that hung 
beneath her somber scowl— 
white.
They watched her— 
people in their pinstripes— 
as she strutted, 
black boots clunking 
street lamped sidewalks.
She peered, scowled, 
hid a smile, forgot 
she wore red lipstick.
She tipped into the street, 
tugged her skirt down— 
covered the red garters— 
and slipped the white lace 
over the white gauze 
on her left breast, protecting 
a new script heart: blood and 
ink mingled red.
Bloom
What twinges beneath 
her clutch of skirts 
as she stands on the overpass, 
hands on the railing, 
eyes on the water and the cars below?
She leans as the eyes of passers by 
penetrate the strategic holes in her 
stockings and the fishnets underneath, 
glancing at her crimson panties 
peaking like poppies at a reflected sun.
What if they knew that at midnight 
she pealed her petals back 
under the moon or in the rain 
to bathe in that majesty, that 
innocence that only comes from the sky
January 1989
1
We had no electricity 
that Colorado mountain winter 
but sat inside the old house 
with the cookstove oven 
pegged at 600 degrees
and the kerosene lantern 
flickering over the cribbage boards 
and checker pieces resting 
on the kitchen table.
2
We listened to KOMA 
from Oklahoma City; 
its oldies spreading across 
the country on AM waves.
Dad had balanced a metal 
tablespoon in the coils of his 
homemade antenna 
to improve the reception.
3
Mom heated water in her 
three gallon canning pot, 
used a camping cup to pour 
it over our bowed heads 
to rinse out the soap
and taught my sister and me
how to wash our bodies
using Dr. Bronner’s soap, a washcloth,
and less than a quart
of stove heated water.
The Orchid Lady
She keeps them in the greenhouse, 
protected under glass. They 
poke their long necks 
up toward the light 
before opening out their faces, 
showing their velvety pink tongues 
to lick the air.
She plucks 
them, deposits them 
in brandy glasses of warmed water, 
them on tables for a wedding, 
gives them to friends, leaves 
them with their delicate veins 
twisting under frail skin 
with a like kind at the senior 
center— their old veins twirling 
in used bodies—to be looked 
at, smelled, enjoyed.
After Noon on Sunday
Your toes spread against mine 
as we lie almost half awake 
in the twin bed we’ve shared 
every other night for over a year,
and my thighs press into
the backs of yours before you groan
and stretch and roll over to curl
around me, your eyes still closed
and your head burrowing into my shoulder
as I lift my feet to bridge
my legs over yours, forming
our complicated entwinement.
I listen, as the blinds shut out 
the sun, to your breathing 
as you drift back to a firmer sleep, 
and I rest my head against yours, 
hold my breath, screw my eyes shut, 
make tiny wishes and smile as I 
unsuccessfully try to hold back 
the beginning of another day.
Bus
Fifties round, white 
church bus rested behind 
the house years after we 
lived in it in the front yard— 
among cottonwood trees— 
when we ran skyclad 
with other children.
Before it became a storage 
unit for used clothes 
destined for the Hopi,
Dad used to take it up
to Grand Mesa while
he worked—breakfast cook
at a summer tourist lodge—
so he would not have to
commute home down the winding slope.
On weekends, we went
to live with him in the wilderness
and play cards by the light
of two kerosene lanterns
while eadng rainbow trout
alive that morning. Dad caught
them after work while we
ran across rocks
and tree trunks
fallen by the lakeshore.
30
A Sort of Sickness
I do not belong here, in this place 
without tidal water whispering against 
rocks and black sand, where islands 
are parts of the road and Yule brings 
no rising sun. I long for seascapes 
bordered by clouds and a volcano 
no tourist believes in without seeing it 
rise out of the sun-glazed distance, 
smoking cumulus clouds like it was 
still alive. The place rims my memories 
like ravens, like bald eagles in summer 
waiting for fish guts to be strewn across 
the rocks— tangled entrails clinging 
to the barnacles—as I watch the slide-show 
of starfish and crabs, of standing 
knee deep in salt water, of gazing at 
the ocean turned pink during sunset.
I want to go back to that place that is 
home, more than my childhood, 
and safer than sleep; it calls me 
even from this far away.
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Dry Memory
He made his home in a cave 
delved into the side of a city, 
under the bridge by the railroad 
tracks trailing along the river.
A Viet Nam Veteran, he had
the scars of a generation 
carved into his flesh 
and tried to drown memories 
of a police action in alcohol 
disguised by brown paper bags.
Before he came to see me, 
he washed off the grime 
and drank nothing like fire.
Being sober, he found 
himself, and me, at least for a day.
I remember him on green outdoor 
carpet stairs next to white railing 
going up the outside of the house. 
He took me to the park, 
sat with me on the green grass, 
called me Nana.
The Other Two Were Boys
In the Jonesboro predawn, 
you and I took turns squatting 
under the stairs,
hiding from 
the road behind the thin wood 
wall because her toilet broke 
and McDonald’s across the street 
hadn’t opened yet.
And we giggled, 
all the way back around the building 
to her studio apartment, 
bathroom floor covered with towels, 
and five of us crowded onto 
one futon bed.
Later, I closed my eyes 
to feel my wings w'hile you thumbed 
your guitar, my knees against 
the amp and your sound pulsing 
through me.
Then you kissed 
and she kissed, and I left to walk 
off the haze of too many colors 
dancing behind my eyelids.
Sixteen
I tried to lie down 
once topless 
on top of a car 
behind the chicken shed 
surrounded by wild grass.
It was Morn’s first car— 
maroon, four door, Dodge— 
and July
between the ’71 Ford pickup 
and the blue Buick 
washed in rust.
The Dodge— 
home to window screens 
and wild apricots wrinkled— 
held summer’s warmth 
under curved windows 
based by sun dead bees.
We had played here—
my sister and I—
leaping from hood to hood,
climbing and sliding
on toys of an older generation.
Ill
of My Own Making
a three inch gash slanting down 
my shin from chasing a cat, 
colliding with sheet metal;
the pin stripe from climbing 
through barbed wire 
fences while wearing shorts;
one inch lines up 
and down my legs 
from shaving my youth;
thin, short notches from 
tempting feral cats in summer 
before bald eagles found them;
a misshapen quarter with matching 
dart— shoved my foot 
through a window; rolled a car;
two filled with 
ink—dragon 
and crescent moon;
and the lines never left 
from the hunting knife— 
full tang with a double-D
serrated edge, meant for 
removing hide, meant 
for skinning.
Black Sand Beach
I clutch it in my hands 
before it slips away,
slides through my fingers 
to fall like days
back to the beach.
It sticks to my skin,
coats my arms, my legs, 
drifts down the back
of my pants, 
and I glisten
covered with black silicon, 
like bits of gossamer.
For a moment, a day, 
a small eternity without sunscreen, I am
a jewel adrift under the rare summer sun.
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Generation
On the way back from Mardi Gras from being clowns in the parade instead of 
flashing insanities in the crowd, in a time when it was still safe to pick up hitchhikers 
in the south, they stopped at a crossroads on 1-70 in Kansas, before heading to 
Denver— a late winter blizzard trapped them there. In Salina, Kansas, when we turn 
there— four motels instead of their one— she points it out—“I think it was that 
one”—we turn and keep driving.
My father stayed home; he is not with us like he was with her—warm room at age 22 
with everything raging: he was a blizzard inside, and she had no walls to keep out his 
storm.
I, now 22, drive my sister’s car past this spot while she sleeps in the back. My 
mother points; I smile, liking to know. And with the sunset, she nods to sleep also. 
We are driving to my grandfather, to celebrate the eightieth anniversary of his birth, 
to celebrate his life, his family, his small mistakes.
I drive in the darkness onto the eastern Colorado plains, letting the darkness shorten 
the distances between us: grandfather, mother; mother, myself.
At the Bath House
I slide out of my skin, 
let it slink to the marble 
rile and collapse 
like crinkled satin.
I step out, place 
new toes on the mosaic 
faces turned as to kiss 
the balls of my feet, 
tempted to lick 
the delicate arches 
rising above their eyes
as determined steps 
bring me closer to the bath, 
steaming away my reflection, 
waiting under wild petals 
for me to submit, to submerge, 
to slowly slip in.
Later, wrinkled and red, I rise, 
stretch long with awakened 
breath and dry in the air, 
pulling petals from my skin 
without making wishes.
Then I step— slow from longing 
to return—back toward 
mosaic arms, to gather 
my glidden gown like a husk
around my width, smooth 
it down my length, 
and pull from their 
grasping fingers the hem 
and the first roots of me.
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A Nightlife
They each had one job— 
spray, light, load, or hold— 
as they launched one potato 
after another,
pausing
only to listen—whoosh, thwump.. .— 
counting one, two, to six, eight, or ten 
and waiting for the splash;
then one 
would jam the brown Idaho into 
the three inch PVC pipe and stuff 
it down, brace and hold.
Another,
using aerosol Right Guard deodorant 
or Aqua Net hairspray, would 
fill the chamber
before she, 
the third, set the whole thing off, 
grill lighter in hand,
watching 
the blue torch flame ignite 
and waiting for a blast of heat to wash 
across her face.
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Grandparents
In my half awake dreams, 
they are alive again 
and laughing. They 
are young and in love, 
like I never saw them in life,
and they lie in my twin bed 
with us, defying physics 
and reality, but approving 
of you and me all the same.
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Skinny White Chick
f o r  Susan
She stood— dark 
fishnets, borrowed dress, 
purple streaks in her pin-curled 
hair, black Gibson— 
on a stage, in front 
of a microphone, singing 
“Baba Yaga” to a crowd 
gathered to watch her 
under greasy lights, 
through cigarette haze.
Her bass player
bounced high,
feet together,
head bowed,
stringy hair flopping,
and her drummer
blooded his fingers early, twisting
his wooden sticks to strike.
I watched her— every time, 
each rehearsal for months— 
as she climbed the stage 
in costumed black to stand 
licking close to the microphone, 
to seduce the audience 
with all sixty-two inches 
of herself as lyrics spewed 
out of her like blackbirds.
She keeps going: 
her bass player got 
lost in the hallucination 
and her drummer is tapping 
a different beat.
Now she sings solo
with a man twirling fire behind her;
and somewhere, hidden
among the dragon wings
of her halo is a girl
who doesn’t really
need that band,
but longs for this muse.
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Making
As a child, I made the earth, 
formed its soft granules 
into mounds of flesh 
and burrowed my fingers 
down before filling
each mound with water. I was a young, 
creating and destroying at will
as I poured water
out the end of my parents’ garden hose; 
it snaking around the flower beds 
in front of our house 
and blasting forth being
that I imagined was hot, red lava
flowing down the sides of my dirt pile volcanoes.
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searching for Him
was there no connection / between the thorn and my finger / before the blood 
dripped
toward my toes? no whisper of / my name as it fell from / your lips into the glassed 
water
reflecting only sky?—like black / velvet that binds my eyes to darkness. / is there no 
fairy tale, no prince
riding in, no frog to kiss? / is prince charming the bum on the street, / rags trailing 
behind him, twisted around 
his frail bones nurtured only by belief? / is he the desert messiah locked / in a 
sandstone cave by my fairy godmother 
saving him for the day when women / are no longer whores, wThether wed or not / 
and children find a higher Truth
to believe in? when does it happen— / the connection between tripping in the isle,
/ forgetting to bend your knee to the altar, 
and finding that there are better heavens / than the one in Father’s book? is there no 
/ magic ball at the end of it all? 
will we always search for prince charming / in the swamp, by the pond, or will we 
find Him / slogging the desert sand, pricking our fingers with his thorns?
Refugee
After fifty years, she never 
whispered forgive me, 
did not realize 
her pain, how it stabbed 
me every time I inhaled.
* * *
Her passions ran deep
even after I closed my eyes to keep
her out, slept in my own
room for peace, napped
constandy on the living room floor,
pillow between my knees,
to get away from her baleful glare.
She did not mean to kill me, 
to cause my heart to stop 
beating with regularity, 
to cause my will to live 
to go away
like I wanted to, though she kept 
me here, had a pace maker installed 
where my heart belonged 
and put me here, in this prison, 
to keep me
from realizing that I was not
meant to spend old age in a wheel chair.
* * *
I want out of here, but I 
do not fit between the bars.
I cannot escape on my own 
two legs, they fail to work with me 
when she will not give up.
My Father’s Father
Half Scottish, half Cherokee, 
he was five foot nine, 
dark haired, a good shot.
He had strong arms, 
not much fat, one leg— 
the other blown off 
at fourteen, by his father.
Sometimes, he would put on 
his prosthetic, grab 
his rifle, and disappear 
for weeks on a “job”
for the Coal Miner’s 
Union and come back, 
a pocket full of cash.
My father said, “He might 
have been an assassin.”
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Without Angels Singing
He sat on Saturday evening in a green 
lawn chair, looking out the window 
of the way upstairs in his apartment.
That day he had fallen on the dock,
hurt his back, dropped
his ocean kayak down to the water,
thought about how fiberglass 
doesn’t shatter like bones 
against buckshot at point blank.
His girlfriend was in California, 
had called him twice, left 
messages on the machine:
massage school was going well; 
she would see him when he 
flew down on Wednesday.
It hadn’t worked out: the depression, 
the alcohol, the kayak shop. He kept 
looking for the trap door, but found a gun.
Friends whispered that he had 
chased his father after a fashion, 
had chosen his way out,
had forgotten to close the door.
Wouldn’t You Like to Know That
when I am dead a
thousand butterflies will vanish
from the heavy air of the
Brazilian rain forest,
that trees will droop under
the sun-filled Alaskan sky,
and that I will be reborn
in a small dark ice-cave
to sleep and suckle,
cuddled in the yellowing fur
of my new mother
until she lets me peek out
of our safe home into the
vast blankness of
the artic north.
Or maybe I will grow— 
instead of being born— from 
a small acorn a squirrel 
left behind in a fallow field 
into a large, wide oak tree, 
alive enough to bear leaves 
instead of burdens and shed them all 
like an old dress in autumn, 
dropping them one by one: 
a strip tease towards sleep.
